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ever-wakeful brain. I recollect, one morning, toward the close of his residence in this city, when he seemed unusually gay and light-hearted. Virginia, his sweet wife, had written me a pressing invitation to come to them; and I, who never could resist her affectionate summons, and who enjoyed his society far more in bis own home than elsewhere, hastened to Amity Street. I found him just completing his series of papers entitled (The Literati of New York,1 ' See,' said he, displaying in laughing triumph several little rolls of narrow paper (he always wrote thus for the press), ' I am going to show you by the difEerence of length in these the different degrees of estimation in which I hold all you literary people. In each of these one of you is rolled up and fully discussed. Come, Virginia, help me !' And one by one they unfolded them. At last they came to one which seemed interminable. Virginia laughingly ran to one corner of the room with one end, and her husband to the opposite with the other. 'And whose lengthened sweetness long drawn out is that ?' said I* * Hear her!' he cried. ' Just aa if her little vain heart did.n't tell her it's herself I'"1
Mrs. Osgood was a hind friend, and while her indulgence in sentimentality is sufficiently evident in these reminiscences, and plainly affected her more than, she was conscious of, she was pleased to think, with Virginia, that her influence over Poe was for his good. If on his part there were in. this Platonic friendship, as she declares, "many little poetical episodes, in which tlie impassioned
1 Griswold, lii.-Hit,
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